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Robin Hood’s Bay. Little historic warrant, but much 
pleasant tradition, there seems to be connecting the famous 
archer and outlaw with this quaint little fishing-town on 
the rough Yorkshire coast. It is a smugglers’ resort of old 
renown, where the streets are like ladders and the houses 
climb on each other’s shoulders, like boys anxious to view 
a lord mayor’s procession. It is a weather-worn little town, 
for the bay is entirely open to all east and north-eastern 
gales, and the putergiost houses are periodically washed 
away. 
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Robin Hood’s Bay. Tittle historic warrant, but much 
pleasant tradition, there seems to be connecting the famous 
archer and outlaw with this quaint little fishing-town on 
the rough Yorkshire coast. It is a smugglers’ resort of old 
renown, where the streets are like ladders and the houses 
climb on each other’s shoulders, like boys anxious to view 
a lord mayor’s procession. It is a weather-worn little town, 
for the bay is entirely open to all east and north-eastern 
gales, and the putermost hqjises are periodically washed 
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“PICTURESQUE YORKSHIRE’’—The N.E. Coast. 
Raphael Tuck & Sons’ “Oilette- [Regd.] Postcard 7557. 

From “Yorkshire, Coast and Moorland Scenes,” by Gordon Home (A. & C. Black). 
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Robin Hood’s Bay. Uttle, historic warrant, but much 
pleasant tradition, there seems to be connecting the famous 
archer and outlaw with this quaint little fishing-town on 
the rough Yorkshire coast. It is a smugglers’ resort of old 
renown, where the streets are like ladders and the houses 
climb on each other’s shoulders, like boys anxious to view 
a lord mayor’s procession. It is a weather-worn little town, 
for the bay is entirely open to all east and north-eastern 
gales, and the outermost houses are periodically washed 
away. 
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